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a heroic action. He was in for having been pinched with black-
market soap. He didn't give away the man he worked for, hence
the man sent him money every week. He narrated one long night a
master-coup of his. In a large cafe on the Canebiere, two well-
known black-market foreigners sat at a table next to his.' He under-
stood German, so he listened to them. They were going to make a
deal in dollars in the afternoon, in the usual way of one putting the
dollars into an envelope and the other putting the francs into another
envelope and passing them across under the table. The cafe was
continuously watched by the police, hence the under-table touch.
Tables were very close to each other in that cafe, The legionnaire
turned up in the afternoon with a friend. The racketeers were
sitting at the next table. They put their hands, with the envelopes,
tinder the table and slowly extended their hands. Both envelopes
were gently taken out of the hands and as the legionnaire and his pal
rose there still was an expectant gleam in the eyes of the traders.
The legionnaire watched them from the door. After a little while
the traders began to whisper fiercely, each accusing the other of
having double-crossed him. The legionnaire went but looked in an
hour later. Their faces were purple and furious whispering was
still going on.
Before the war the legionnaire, who spoke a little English, was a
guide to brothels and pornographic cinemas. His clients were
mostly officers and civil servants returning from India and the
Somerset Maugham country: while the Empire builders waited for
the overland express he acted as entertainer to them. It amused
me when the legionnaire went before the tribunal and said in his
defence that the war load ruined his'honest peace-time work and that
was the reason he entered the black market. Taking into considera-
tion his hard-working past, the president gave him two months with
the sursis.
Then there was in the cell Marcel, a Breton, quite mad; he used
to wait at the door an hour before the rutabaga arrived. When the
key turned in the lock he jumped forward as though ready to charge
all the rutabaga of our benighted world. He considered himself a
great gentleman and often spoke of the gentle life he led. He was
mysterious and wouldn't tell us why he was in. He was a hotbed of
lice. He slept beside me and I couldn't cope with the lice of both
of us.
"Putam de ta race? said the legionnaire, speaking to Georges. It
was just to say something. If you had nothing to say you insulted
Georges.
Georges had already been in Chaves since November.  He looked a